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XIV. THE DANES REJOICE; THEY GO
TO LOOK ON THE SLOT OF GRENDEL,
AND COME BACK TO HART, AND ON
THE WAY MAKE MERRY WITH RACING
AND THE TELLING OF TALES.

THERE was then on the morning, as I have
heard tell it,

Round the gift-hall a many of men of the

warriors:

Were faring folk-leaders from far and from near
O'er the wide-away roads the wonder to look on,
The   track   of  the   loathly:   his   life-sundering
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Was deem'd for a sorrow to any of men there
Who gaz'd on the track of the gloryless wight;
How he all a-weary of mood thence awayward,
Brought to naught in the battle, to the mere of

the nicors,

Now fey and forth-fleeing, his life-steps had flitted.
There all in the blood was the sea-brim a-welling,
The dread swing of the waves was washing all

mingled
With hot blood; with the gore of the sword was

it welling;
The death-doom'd had dyed it, sithence he un-
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